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THE doctor and Raymond drove away in a taxi. It was like
the old days when they had sat together in the carriage
with its streaming windows on a suburban road. At first
they said no more to one another than they had used to do in
that forgotten time. But there was a difference in the quality of
their silence. The old man was sagging with weariness and
leaned against his son. Raymond held his hand.
"I had no idea that she was married/*
"They didn't tell anybody: at least, I believe and hope that
they didn't. They certainly didn't tell me.'*

It was said that young Bertrand had insisted on the situation
being regularized. The doctor quoted a remark made by Victor
Larousselle: "I am making a morganatic marriage/* Raymond
muttered: "What dam' cheek!" He stole a glance in the half-
light at the tormented face beside him, and saw that the blood-
less lips were moving. The frozen expression, the features
looking as though they were carved in stone, frightened him.
He said the first thing that came into his head.
"How's everybody?"

Flourishing. Madeleine, in particular, said the doctor, was be-
ing splendid. She lived for nothing but her two girls, took them
out to parties, and hid her sorrow from the world, showing her-
self worthy of the hero she had lost. (The doctor never neglected
an opportunity of praising the son-in-law who had been killed
at Guise, striving, in this way, to make honourable amends for
the past He blamed himself for having been wrong about him.
So many men in the war had been surprisingly unlike them-
selves in death.) Catherine, Madeleine's eldest daughter, was
engaged to the Michon. boy, the youngest of three brothers, but
there was to be no public announcement until she was twenty-
two:
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